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J 1 _ ’Tfe FirJIFart 0/ Ffw Henry the Fourth . 


$0 many of his (hadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King, I haue two Boyfis 
Scete Percy and thy felfe about the Field: 

But feeing thou fall’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will allay thee : fo defend thy felfe. 

T>ow. 1 feare chon art another counterfeit: 

ADd yet infaith thou bear’ft the e like a King: 

But mitie I am furethou ai-c,\vhocre thou be, 

And thus I win thee. They fight} the K. being in danger, 

£~>tter Prtnct, 

Prin. Hold vp they head vile Scot,or thou ait like 
Ncuerto hold it vp againe: tlte,Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly,$taffordfBlunt t 3 xt in my Amies; 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee. 

Who neuer promileth, but he meane* to pay. 

They Tight fDowglasfiyetk, 
Cheerely My Lord: how fare's your Grace ? 

Sir Nicholas Gaw fey hath for fticcour fent. 

And fo hath (flifton : lie to Clifton ftraiglvc. 

King. Stay,and breach awhile. 

Thou haft redeem'd thy loft opinion. 

And ihew’d thou tnak’ft Lome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to mee. 

Prin. Ohcaucn, they did me too much iniury, 

That euer faid I hearkned to your death. 

Jfit were fo, I might haue let alone 
The itifulting hand of Dewg/as ouer you. 

Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfonousPotionsin the world. 

And fau’d the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 

K. Make vp to fhftonftlc to Sir Nicholas Gan fey. Exit 
Enter Hotjpftr. 

Not. Ifl miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

Print. Thou fpeak’ft aslfl would deny my name. 

Not. My name is Harrit Pcrcie. 

Prin. Why then I fee a very valiant rebel of that name, 
I am the Prince of Wale*,and thinke not Percy t 
To (hare with me in glory any more i 
Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can onc-Englahd br-ookc a double rcigne. 

Of Harry Percy, and thc.Pmee ofWaics. 

Hot, Nor fhall it Harry ,fot the houreir come 
To end the ofle of vs; and would toheaaen, 

Thy name it) A tines, Avert-now a> great as nunc. 

Priso. ’-He make it greater jcre I part from thee. 

And all thebudding Honor* on thy Greft, 
lie crop',to make a Garland for my head. 

Net. I c an no longer brooke thy Varticie*. Fight. 

’ Etfitr Falfiaffir. 

Fat. Well faid Hal,to it Htl. Nay you (ball finde no 
Boyes'pliy BcereJ can tell you. 

Enter ■Bowglasjhe fights with Valftafteythofals down 

as ifht mre dead.The Prince killeth Pcrcie, 

Hot, Oh //ji?ry,tho(fhaft rob'd me of my youth: 

I better brooke the lofle of brittle life,- 
Then thoie proufiTitles flvoir haft worine ofthe, 

They wounifcmy rhoghts woffe,then the fword my flcOn 
But thought's the fkuc of Life>and Life, Times foolc; 

And Time, that takes ftsuiey of all the world, 

Mdft haue a ftop, O, I could prophefic. 

But that the Earth,and th&csld Rand of death, 

LyVs on tby j Tooguc.fN0 Percy, thou art duft 
And food for ———a 

Print JP*r Worinc*,braue Percy .Farewell great heart, 
Ill-weau’d Ambif'ion,hOw much arc thou fhrunke? 

When that-ihis bodic didconcainc a fpirit. 




A Kingdome for it was too final! a bound- 
But now two pact:* of the vileftEarthi 
Is roome enough. This Earth that hearts a. j 

Bcarcs not aliuefo ftout a Gentleman, n *”' 

It thou wer'tfenfibJcofcurtefie 
I (hotild not make fo great a fhew ofZeale 
But let my fauours hide thy mangled Face * 

And cuen in thy behaife,Iicchankemy f e if e 
Fordoing thefefayre Rites ofTenderneffe 
Adicu,and take thy pralfc with thee to h ta L_ 

Thy ignoniy fleepe with thee in the graue 1 
But not temembredin thy Epitaph. * 

What?Old Acquaintance?Could not all thitfl n. 
Keepe in a little life? Poore Iackc,f arew ij ^ 

1 could haue better fpar’d a better man, 

O, I fhould haue a hcauy mifTe of thee 
Iff were much in louc with Vanity. * 

Death hath not ftrucke fo fat a Deere to day 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray: * 
Imbowell’d will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then,in blood,by Noble Pettit lyc, 
Falftaffcrifethvp. 

Falfi. Imbowell’d? If thou imbowel] mtf t0 j r 
glue you leaue to powder me,and eat me too to mm, 
Twas time to coumcrfer, or thathotte TermaK 

hadpaidmefeot and lot too.Counterfeit? I am no co 

tetfeit; to dye, is tobe a counterfeit, for b ee i, fo, f 
counterfeit of a man.who hath not the life of *nisn*i 
to counterfeit dying,when a man thereby jju c tb 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfefl image of lift? 
deede. The better part of Valour, is Dilution . j n 4 
which better part, I haue'&oed my life. IamaffiaiiW 
tins Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if 1* 
Ihould counterfeit too, and rife? I am #f ra id hcewocli 

prouc the better counterfeit: therefore lie make him fa- 

yea,and lie fweare I kill'd him. Why may tot hccrifa 
well as I .’Nothing confutes me but eyes; and no 
fees mc.Therefore firra,with a new wound in your thigh 
come you along me. Takes HotfinrreenhisM;. 

Enter Prince and /obit of fane After, 

Prin. Come Brother John, full brim sly haft thou Ml 
thy Malden fword. 

John. But foft,who haue we heere ? 

Did you not tell me this Fat man was dead ? 

Frin. I did, I faw hint dead, 

Breathlefle s and bleeding on the groundi’Art thoualiut! 
Ot is it fantafic that playes vpon our eye-light ? 

I prcchec fpeake, wc will not truft ottreyes 
Without our cares. Thou art not what rhou fctm’ft. 

Fal, No, that’s certaine; I am not a double roan : boi 
ifl be not Jacks Falfiafte t thtt\ am I a la eke: There is Pa- 
cy, ifyout Father will do me any Honor,fo:ifuot,Mi: 
kill the next Pcrcie himfelfe. I looke to be either Earleoi 
Duke,I can alTureyou. r 

Prin. Why .Percy I kill’d my felfe, and law thee tW 
Fal. Did’ft thou? Lord,Lord,how the world is giuea 
toLyingPIgrauncyouIwasdowne, and out ofBreaih, 
and fo was he, but we role both at an inftant,and fought 
along hourc by Shrewsbury clocke. Ifl may beebrlce- 
ued,fo: if not,let them that Ihould reward Valour.bart 
the linne vpon their owne head*. lie take't on my death 
I gaue him this wound in the Thigh: if the man vvetea- 
litre and would deny it, I would make him eate a p« ft 
of my fv/ord’. 

John. This is the fttangefi Tale that e’fe I heard. 
Prin, This is the ftrangeft Fellow,Brotber John 


Cool 


Fhe Firjl Fart of.Kjng Henry the Fo urth 

.';bdn2y^ u ?^ N ? bly on y0Ur backc: 

Co pie br g) iD ay do thee grace, 

V vith the happieft tearmes jhaue. 

I l!cg l1 a Retreat is founded. 

■ -found Retreat,the. d ay i s ours: 

^ ’SfflPSii. thi highcftoftSe field, 

Co^ e B p jen£ »s are liuing, who are de^ 

' T °£'SfiSiw Sqhey fay! ht Reward. 

I'eauen^tWardlna?.. Jf I do grm 

m s Jrr - 


dcad. Exeunt 
Hec thatre- 

j (>eiuen#ewaru-s>p. % f- .** - grow greavag.in, 
’ v kfle ? For He purge, and leaue Sacke, and lme 
« Nobleman ftould do. fW 


Sc.tM Quirta * 


The Trttmpets found. 
ffe Kins, Prince ofiVales, Lord John of Lane after, 
' 'g Ar lfifttVeftmcrUnd, with tVorceftsr ($• 

Vernon Prifoners. 

g jn , Thus euer did Rebellion finde Rebuke, 
ill (pirited Worcefter.did we not fend Grace, 
pi.and tearmes of Louc to all of you { 

And ftouU’ft thou turae our offers contrary ? 

Miliife the tenor of thy Kinfmans cruft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 

ANoblc Earle.and many a creature elfe, 

Had beetle aliuethis houre, 

Iflikea Chriftian thou had’ft truly borne 
Betwixt out Armies, true Intelligence. 

Wer . what I haue done, my fafety vrg’d me to,- 


And I embracetbis fortune patiently, 

' Since not to-fac auoyded, it fills on mee. 

King. Beare Woreefter to death,aud Vertm too: 
Cither Offenders we will paufevpon, ; 

■ Exit tf'orcefier'dbd Vernon, 

How goes tbeField? - 

Prin. The Noble Scot Lord DswgUs, when bee faw 
The fortune ofthe day quite turn’d from him. 

The Noble Percy flaine,and alibis men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft; 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz'd 
That the purfuers tooke him. At my Tent 
The DowgUs is, and I befcceh your Grace, 

1 may difpofe ofhim. 

King. With all my heart. 

Prin- Then Brother John of Laneafler, 

To you this honourable bounty fhall belong: 

Go to the i>eWglas,a nd deliuer him 
vp to his pk-afure, ranfomkfle and free: 

His Valour Ihewne vpon our Ct cfts to day. 

Hath taught vs how to chenfli fuch high deed*, 

Euen in the bofome ot our Aduerfaries. 

King* Then this remaines: that we diuide our Power. 
You Sonne John,* nd my Coufin Weftmerland 
Towards Yorkc {ball bend you,with your deereft fpeed 
To meet Northumberland.and the Prelate Screope, 
Who(as we he are) are bufily in Armes. 

My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 

To fi“ht with G lendawer,*nd the Earle of March, 
Rebellion in this Land (hall lofe his way, 

Meeting the Checke of luch another day; 

And fince this Bufineffe fo faire is dene. 

Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne. Exeunt. 


FINIS. 






































































































